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CONTINUATION 



DON JUAN. 



CANTOS XVII. AND XVIII. 



- Sequiturque patrem non passibus asquis. Yirg. 



LONDON, 



FOR G. B. WHITTAKER, AVE-MARI A-LANE ; AND 
MÜNDAY AND SLATl'ER, OXFORD. ^ 

MDCCCXXV. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



As L really believe thai tfaere are sonie penons who haré 
not read Don Juan, it is DeceBsary, tor the comprehensiou of 
these Cantos» that such persona shonld be informed of the 
followiiig fiícts. Doo Juan» after léaving-Spain» had sufifered 
shipwreck and been present at the siege of Ismail» where he 
had rescued a young female child, whose ñame was Ldla» 
who afterwards accompanied him. He passed some time at 
the court of the Empresa Catherine, and then came to Eng- 
land ; where he was now on a visit at Norman Abbey» the 
seat of Lord Henry de Amondeville. One of the guests was 
Aurora Raby» a Catholic. The Abbey was said to be 
haunted by the apparítion of a Friar ; and the last incident in 
the l6th Canto was the discovery made by Don Juan» that 
a figure which he had taken for the ghost was the Duchess 
ofFitz-Fulké. 
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DON JUAN. 



CANTO XVII. 



I. 

CoiiP is thal handy whioh »weedy» wildly swept 
The magic chords to maay a varied tbeme ; 

It seem'd as if hÍ9 melody ne'er slept, 
Ox eveiy thooght was a poetic dream : 

Those Blriogs are laute : tbe tuneful Sisters wept, 
Wbeo Death's dark doud obscur'd hÍ9 radiant beam : 

Far from hia borne» io that brigfail land he died» 

In Greece, the grave of Geaias^ and the pride. 
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2 DON JUAN. Cauto XVII. 

II. 

OhGreece! fullwell he lov'd thee : he had drain'd 
Ethereal streams from the Castalian fount ; 

Fiill oft in fcetbú straias bad he complaiiii'd, 
Tracing thy vales, or on the classic mount, 

Of Liberty and Poesy, wbich wan'd, 
Which witber'dy droop'd and died, and he would count 

Those dazzling ñames, which in thy happier days 

Shed o'er thy glorious land a meteoros blaze. 



III. 

Then would he pour the swelling tide of song. 
And tdi ihee of the deeds thy sons bad done, 

Thy sons in times gone by, when thou wert young. 
And Freedom spum'd the sbackles of a throne : 

Then would he sing thy loves, or would prolong 
The tale of blood, when conquest gaily ebone, • 

Leading tbe warrior bands of Greece to spread 

Invading milKons on their gory bed. 
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Canto XYII. DON JUAN. 3 

IV. 

Thy groves of myrtle and of ó&ve^ bilis 
Where Bacchus wiih a Qch loxuriance swettiog 

From purple clusters pours deUcipus rills ; 
Thy dark-hair'd maids, whose darker eyes are telling 

The tale of love, which their fair bosom filis ; 
Thy temples still the stroke of Time repelling ; 

Of tfaese he sang, and would have rous'd thy slumbers 

To deeds of ancient glory by his numbers. 

y* 

Oh ! had he Wd, he might haye seen the flame, 
* Which late from Freedom's ashes has arisen, 
Brighter and bríghter gloving, till it came 

To that fiíll blazoy which from thy gloomy prison 
Had mark'd the path to vengeance and to üetme : 

He heard the cry ; ñor tamely did he listen, 
His mosie and his deeds had urg'd thy sons 
To armS| and all thy shores were M aratfaons. 

b2 
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4 DON JUAN. Cavto XTII. 

VL 

Then midst tihose souls with patriol ardor glowingp 
The Bard of Biitain had tke triomph sharM, 

His heart, hts Toice, his very soal o'erflowing» 
TÓ see thy sons theír galling chaina discard ; 

While douUe wreadis of laurel had been throwiag 
Their dassic shadows o*er the wairíor bard ; 

Greeks had exclaim^d, — ^a Byron comes to free ub, 

Be he our clüeftaiii, he our new Tyrtaeus. 
« 

VIL 

Who tras Tyrtseus ? I will tell you, readers^ 

Or imtford tells yon ia an early chi^ter : 
When SpartA» greaüy frighten'd, wanted leaden 
. To combat the Messenians— they had rapp'd her 
So hárd, that she hád sent some speciftl pleadettt 

To ask the Oracle's adviee, whb tapp^d het 
Upon the back^ and answerM» My opinión 
Is that you seek fbr aid in an Athenian» 
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Caxto XVII. don JUAN. 

» 

VIII. 

They sent to Athem, but witb no great bopea ; 

For these two cítíeg were a little jealouA : 
But PhfBbus wUl'd it— he's a fool» who copes 

With what the gods decree^ a» poets tell lui ; 
So, thou^ they were not quite upon bigh ropes, 

They aak'd th' AthenianH, who so litde i^al.ous 
Were in their cause, that wheo the message carne,. 
They only sent a poet, who was lame. 

• 

IX. 
A man may limp^ because one foot is short. 

And yet may write a yery good hexameter ; 
(Which meaas, aocording to the Greek, a spit 

Of verse, whidí, if we meaaure its diameter, 
Is six feíat long; sometimes in boyish sport 

We give uve feet, and caU it a pentameter :) 
Sttch verses wrote l^rtiens, and in fame 
Was great as bard and wanior— 4hough Jame. 
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6 DON JUAN. -Canto XVII. 

X. 

At first the Spartans did not like lum much, 
They wanted not a writer, but a figfater: 

Ooe thing alone they Iik*d io him — las crutch, 
A sign, that when the battte-blaze grew brighter. 

He would not run away ; his strains were such, 
That as he sang each bnoyant heart grew ligfater; 

He WTote — ^they fougfat-*at length he tun^d his shelI 

To sounds of victory — Messenia fell. 

XL 

Byron in many points was like Tyrtaeus» 
He limp'd^ wrote Terses, íayor'd liberty. 

And died in Greece — alike were their ideas, 
Though different their ends : whate'er could die 

Of him, whom Athens sent from the Piraens, 
Died midst the joyous peáis of victory, 

With many a friend around his bed attending, 

To cheer the gallant spirít, which was wending. 
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CASto XVU. DON JUAN; 7 

XII. 

But he^ our Bard, upoo a foreígü strand, 
Self-doom'd, a voluntary exile bearíng, 

7ar from hb aocient halls and native land, 

With straogers' eyes upon.his death-bed stariog, 

Breath'd out his troubled spirít : Deoih^s cold haod 
Soatch'd him.from that bríght cause, wbioh be ivas 
shanng» . - : 

Ere Freedom's iqfant struggle& weU could ch^er 

The Hero-Poet siaking on his bier. 

XIII. 

Oh I that a mind like his should thus decay f 
So fraught with genins, but so oyercast 

With tho9e daikiboughts» which make our morbid clay 
Dreary and cbeerless as the wintry waste, 

With no bright suiís to chase the douds away/ 
No genial warmth to mitígate the blast 

His was tbe eaglé's eye — ^but it would gaze 

On depths of gloom, and scom the mid-day blaze. 
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6 DONJUÁN. GAMToXVn. 

XIV. 

He lov'd to trace tke picture's daikesl éiaÚB, 
The brightest beuns of light on huí were lost : 

Not BWtets» bat ▼enrai» w%ñ éhe spoil lie made 
Erom Natttre's garden, whare iweet flow*» aire tost 

la rich proAiMoii» tííovB^ti so seoii tiiey fi^le. 
And each one gaith^» what defigfata faim most: 

He cuU'd the deadliest herbs ; and woidd diirtfl 

Juices of blaokest die to dtp hia qM. 

XV, 

He painted Natare stem, reyeageñil, wüd» 
The untam'd lion, or tfae treadi'raiis aap : 

He jested wiih onr crimes ; and if he saifl'd, 
Twas the short, honible, delbioua gaap 

Of hiniy who mopes in madness : bnt Ifae mild, 
The softy the tender passiona he wodd gcaap 

Not with the gentie hand» and apoitÍTe eye^ 

But like a giant playing with a fly. 
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Canto XVJl. don JUAN. ( 

XVI. 
'Twas sad to lireak afiection's deaifest tíes, 

'IVas sad to fly his couutry and tus home; 
But «adder ne^er to Uft Us fey'rish eyes 

To those brigbt beams of taidemess, which come 
To point our aspórations to die Mes, 

And bid as biust ibe shackles of the tomb; 
Beams, which omr darkeat pasñons can control. 
And fthed iheir heaKng infloenoe o'er the aoul. 

XVII, 

Oh ! had he dmnk of that ethereal epriag, 

The cup of living wators overflowmgy 
He had not been that restless, Mnretehed thing» 

All joyg condemning, and aH joys foregoing; 
Ñor had he feltthe deep leíentless sting 

Of fell remone wiUiin bis bosom glowing; 
He had not siii^ less sweetly» ñor have givea 
Less radiant landscapes ting'd with hueslrom benven. 
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10 DON JUAN. Cauto XVIL 

XVUI. 

But he is gone— ^to Üie last dread accoimt 

His troubled soul has wing'd her sudden flight; 

He's gone — aod may some drop» from mercy's fount 
Wash out those livid spots, which like a bligfal 

Blasting fiíll many a Genius, tbat would mount 
On Hópe's swift pinions to the realms of light. 

Chaina it to Eartfa ; or, saddes» can compel 

The Soul itself to be a tort'ríng HelL 

XIX. 
And shall we heap reproaches keen and bitter, 

Keen as the shafts which he himself could throw ? 
Shall malice, daemon-like, rejoice and twitter, 

Because the Scoffei'is at length laid low? 
The Creed he ridicurd is surely fitter 

To weep, than to rejoice, at others' woe : 
What woe so awful, as the Sinnér's soul 
C^ll'd unprepar'd to reach it's final goal ? 
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Cauto XVII. DON JUAN. 11 

XX. 

Oh I could a flood of penitentíal tears 

Wash all tbose foul impuríties away, 
"Which like dark clouds amidst the radiant spheres 

PoUuté his brilliant pages, and array 
The holíest themes with most unholy sneers, 

Jesting at sin and God's mysteríous way : 

' Oh ! could we pluck away the pois'nous weeds, 

Which the rank hotbed of Indidgence breeds. 

XXI. 

It cannot be the £Eishion of onr age 

To libel 6od^ and langh at man's frail dust; 

Ñor does onr pruríent taste require the page 
Of Poetry to pander to our lust : 

Well may the Bard defy the Crítíc's rage» 
But íf the cheek of Modesty has blush'd 

To trace the luscious picture, who would buy 

Snch fame ? can wit atone for blasphemy ? 
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12 DON JUAN. Cahto XVII. 

:^xii. 

Sweedy he sang Abydoa' Mdal daoghter^ 
And him« who iQr'd a pinte o'er the seas ; 

Full auny a lak he 4old of love and slaaghter 
Entwin'd in Harold's chai^;efiil destioíes : 

Thougfa miich he lo^á to cleaye the atowy water» 
Spumiag ihe filacid wave aad auMiy braieze» 

Yet throttgh the gloom few thoaghls were aeea to rite» 

Which tÍBg'd the TÍrgin cheek with deqier dies» 

XXIil. 
But in a lackless hour he ohote a theme 

Already coarted by fnU maay a Mase; 
Bnt not to hira exhausted did it seem» 

So much of good and evil might he choote» 
And mixing them mig^t mise a traanent glean 

Of sympaihy for vices which amase ; 
A poisoo» that by skiUul aitist blended 
Full oft in ruining the soul has ended* 
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Canto XVII. BON JUAN. 13 

XXIV. 

YouDg, beaateous, casi in Natiire's fairest movld, 

A lamb «t home, a Uon in tbe fieU; 
Sprung from an ancieat liae, aad promd ta hold 

The noble ^ong^ta» winoh noble birth can yield^ 
HÍ8 eariy yean by watefafiíl cate controD'd^ 

A Mother's foiidness and Beligion'a shield^ 
Siich is the Juan» whom onr Poet'a pen 
Paints as the faírest, braveat, wont df i 



XXV. 

When all oonqpir'd to sfceer hia gallant bark 
Unhnrt by jntling rock and treadi'nNis shoal, 

Who would not ttoarn, tfiat temperts lond and daik 
Crather'd in wUbrlwinda ronnd bis iroabled aonl^ 

And nrglog Um in madnesa to enbaik 
Wreck^d bis fair hopea, and dmre him to Ata goal» 

Wbere flamea and ceaselesa tortorea are Ae dooni 

Of bowUttg Spirita in the realnia of gloom 7 
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14 • DONJUÁN. GaktoXVII. 

XXVL 

Such was the sketch oar poef s pencil drew : 
His Hero was to pass tfaiongh many a scene 

Of war,, of lo¥ey and slaug^ter ; aad the dew 
To all his joys and troubles would haye heen 

A blind submission to that banefid crew 
Of passions, which, whate'er may intenrene, 

Rush madly on, regardless of the smart, 

Which others feel, títt Death nplifts his dazt 

XXVII. 

But Death, relentless Tyrant, has cut short 
The hand that sketch'd tfie portrait, and consign'd 

Don Juan's *^ Ufe and fortunes" to the sport 
Of Critics and of Poets left behind : 

Some laughy some blush : and those, who firom report 
Condemn the moral» still seem half incUn'd 

To grieye, that Death should wither such a laurel. 

And leaye his works unfihish'd» though immoral» 
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Cauto XVII. DON JUAN. 15 

XXVIII. 

But who is he, that iiñth presumptuous hand 

Shall fiabh what a Byron has begim? 
The structare, which his mighty. Genius plana* d, 

Woald crnsh the puny enterprise of one, 
Who all a stranger to the tuneful band 

Would nrge his too advenf rous steeds to nin 
In that bright conree of poetry and fame, 
Where mightíest bards have eam'd a deatUess ñame» 

XXIX. 

But Hope, presumptuous Hope, inspires my lay ; 

I nish a willing victim to the field : 
Come on, ye Critics, and in stem array, 

Monthly or Quarterly, your weapons wield : 
Let Oifford ply the lash, let Jeffirey flay; 

Such Unes as these an easy triumph yield : 
But weigh the moral — ^if that be not good» 
I ask no quarter, and invite the rod. 
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16 DON JUAN. Gavto XVil. 

XXX. 

We'U State condhkms : all that Byton wrote 
Cannot be altei*d : we miist take Don Juao, 

Sucha» he madeUm; aod his Spanish ooat 
Will still beooMe him better than a new one : 

But for ihe futuiB I shall steer the boat 
Just aa I pleaae^ and paint a8 if I drew one, 

Who tempted onee or twke to be a rake 

Had atitt bis final character to make. 

XXXI. 

I caie not what the poet meamt to do; 

I am not bound lo make you bate bis hero ; 
Ñor» ihough 'twaa promis'dy sead bim to the crew 

Of helliah fieods with Claudias and Ñero t 
His Spanish bload, dioiigh ap at tiinety-two» 

By skilfiíl management may cool to aero: 
In sbort I mean to make him what I please; 
And as for princii^es, my own are tbese ; 
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Canto XVII. DON JUAN. 17 

XXXII. 

I cannót jom i» tbinkiag Southey stii|iid, 

Or WellÍDgtoii a tyrant : I deny 
That English moráis give to Itttle Ciipid 

An easy reign; or ibaX CHir clouded Aj 
Low'rs o'er a fallen nolion ; aad if yon bid 

Me lodk thrQugh Britaiii's changeful bistoiy» 
I caBBot $ee from oíd or Biodern story, 
That we're at all behmd our síres in f^ory, 

XXXIII. 
Landofmysifes! if e'er »y lecr^tmi fin^er 

Should sweep llie ehord» iii aovnd ot tky 4i$ffmms; 
If on my toague tbe feeUesI noHe «bould foger» 

Which one loóse dM)ii|^t9 opt burniBgUuihf 911 tmne; 
If any flatter aad ajpplaudüio ráger 

For scepÜB Uat lad tor amlrigHowi pbrase; 
May my r^ hand forget her 4X0wÍBf , «wy 
My palsied tosg^^ refdse ber WDtted lay. 
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18 DON JUAN. Canto XVII. 

XXXIV. 

So much for preface ; and with trembling quill 
I navr commence the sequel of our tale : 

If executíon could but match the will, 

And good intentións could as much prevail. 

As water from the Heliconian rill, 

Or that light gas, which poets' brains inhale, 

My flowing lines should beat Lord Byron's hollow> 

"Without one votive oflF'ring to Apollo. 

XXXV. 

We left the Don and Duchess of Fitz-Fulke 
<*9n what is call'd a singular position. 
The most good-natur'd are dispos'd to sulk 

And feel indignant at an impositíon, 
Or hoax, or as *tis reckon'd by the bulk 

Of wits a barmless joke ; but the derísion, 
Which foUows practícal attempts like these, 
Is sure much oftener to offend than please. 
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Canto XVII. DON JUAN. 19 

XXXVI. 

Don Juan felt, that what had seem'd a ghost 
Was cloth'd in most substantíal fiesh and blood : 

Her eyes betray'd her : had he been a post. 
He could not more immoyeablé have atood : 

It was not fear congeaFd him, or at most 

He fear'd» that when the case was understood, 

The laugh would tura against him ; and it may be. 

He fear'd the laughter of Aurora Rabey. 

xxxvn. 

Where was his Spanish gallantry? and where 

The famM iongjroidy which Spanish Dons possess? 

An Iríshman would have begun to swear ; 

A Prenchman would have said, Excuse my dress : 

But our young hero, of romantíc air, 
Finding his nightly visitant was less 

A disembodied spirit than a mortal. 

Turnad bn his heel, and soon regain'd his portal. 

c2 



y Google 



20 DON JUAN. OANto XVn. 

xxxvm- 

At length he laugh'd wíthifi himeelf ; kis caadle 
Did not burn Uue, m he had lalely tbonghl: 

The curtaias ehook not; aod at least no handle 
Was ghr'n te ^ose, whe ^aály woHld haré caught 

At such a TÍ€k material for scandal. 
And «a^ had made a story ft^ught 

With ev^iy poiflt lo mise evrtnlBes, eudí h 

Midnight, a gallery, a deii> a dochess. 

XXXIX. 

Perhaps he actod wisely in retreating : 
fie aay'd hi» cbaracter, aod went to sleep : 

But she, whose fancy had ceotríy'd the meeting, 
Was not dispos'd to oveiiook tiie deep 

And gross afiront : ehe went to bed repeatiog 
That soon or late the Spanísh boy should wecp. 

Her sleep was broken, and the abigul 

Wonder'd what made ber mietrese look eo palé. 
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CUWTo XVU. IXMf JUAN. %X 

XL. 

Up rose the suo^ and up aróse Don Jua» ; 

That w, the sun rose ñai, he some honra bler : 
For in those polish'd tunes it would uado one» 

If any thought of rinfpag for hot water. 
And gettiiig out of bed to see the dew ob 

The gra389 those early, vulgar gema of natore. 
In two short hours he had contriVd to make fast 
His cravaty and by twelve caiiic down to break&st 



XU. 
Dear hour of breakfiíat ! balmy sweet refiver 

Of healih and vigour in onr drowey ioida I 
Whether the stro»g bobea be ttionght tbe giver 

Of some nevr Juieea ; i» if butter'd roU», 
With ham aad egge» (whoeyer i» a Uver 

At coUege flgreJ to breakfast upo» fowle») 
Recniü onr fime» enaUing us to waii 
With patíence tiU tbe dtaner-^bell at eigjit; 
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22 DON JUAN. Canto XVII. 

XLII. 

Howe'er this be, 'tis certain that the voice, 

Which summoDs us to breakfast — ^whether early 

Rubbing our eyes we waken and rejoice 
To hear the coachman mutter rather surly 

" Just twenty minutes" — or if happier choice» 
Stranger to coaches and their hurly-burly. 

Has plac'd us snug in bed, with leave to snore. 

And cali for tea and toast at any hour, 

XLIIl. 

The voice, which summons us to breakfast, sounds 
Dke music wafted on the zephyr's wing : 

The sulky and ill-temper'd heal the wounds 
Which hunger and impatience often bríng ; 

The sparkling eye lóoks bríghter, mirth abounds ; 
And if we wish to say a tender thing, 

What tíme more fit, than when some gentle dame 

Asks US to hand a tea-cup or the cream. 
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Canto XVU, PON JUAN. 23 

XLIV. 

The gaests look'd hard on Juan as be enter'd ; 

AU cpnyersatíon was suspended qvíte ; 
AIl eyes were scanniogfaim ; ali thoughts seem'd centred 

In guessing, whether he had pass'd the night 
More calmly than the last ; till some one yentur'd^ 

More philosophical or more polite» 
To say^ ** Good moming, Sir^ the weather*s cold/' 
A piece of news in England often told. 

XLV. 
It happen'dy tbat the only vacant place 

Was opposite to where the Duchess sate : 
Don Juan bow'd respectful to her Grace, 

And wish'd her a good moming; but she ate» 
Not noticing the compliment, a brace 

Or two of mottthfuls which were on her píate, 
Not deigning to look up or to reply, 
Which quite derang*4 bis Spanish gravity. 
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24 BON JUAN. CAN*» XVII. 

XLVL r ;'::.-' ¿.. 

He could not «at bis brsakfast :{ he forgoC 
That fingere were not made for sugar-tofigsy 

And lliough tfae tea was most «xeeadiog hot, 
To wliich a B{K>Qii mo8t propeily beloop^ 

He pour'd the 8€aldiog liquid down Ua Huroat» 
As if he'd iron r^uad aboat liia huig s : 

But he was not so iuoky ; aad his eyea 

Swimming in tears express'd Ua miaeries. 

XLVII. 
*' Do pray, Aurora Rabey, hand tbe croam, 

" Your neighboar is ia paio/' exdaím'd aload 
The Lady Adeline; and like a gleatn 

Of sHosluae bveakiag tiiroagh a moniiog doudy 
That ñame awoke him from hia abaent draam; 

He started» look'd confiíaioii» biuah'd and bow'd, 
Then first perceiyiiig Aat the lady aext hítn j^B 
Was fair Aitfora ; his negtedt perplex'd him. 
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CAUTO Xnt IX>N JUAN. 25 

XLVIII. 
A bow has maay meanings : if a fnead 

Has ÍDtrodiic*d you, yoa rnust make a bow : 
Yon see a tkesome fellow, and pretend 

You do not know him^ or at least not now : 
He looks at yoa, you aiiswer with a beod, 

TThich serves for a dead cut; and all allow 
That if you want to shew a Ineíid the door, 
You bow him out, aad he wül come no mcure. 

XLIX. 

But bowsy (so call'd perhaps because they're bent 
Like bows, and Cupid has to do with both,) 

Are us'd as often wilh polite intent ; 
At meeting or at partmg yon are loth 

A stiffy erect position to present : 

And bows and curtsies are twin childreUi quoth 

The Earl of Cfaesteriield : a bow «igagea 

Partners fer dances, and perhaps for ages. 
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L. 

DoD Juan felt his bow extremely useful ; 

- It sav'd him i^ords : and he'd a double reason 

For keeping silence : he, wbo has his shoes full 

Of pebbles, like the pilgrim who had peas in, 
Is not disposM to run a race — ^wfaich does fuU 

Well for a simile ; 90 when hot tea's in 
A gentleman's or lady's mouth, they vent 
Right litüe of théir breath in compliment 



# LI. 

This was one reason, and perbaps the best; 

But he'd another, which in Parliament 
Makes many a sapient member sit at rest, 

Votíng in silence : (though with best intent 
Some men will talk, as if within their breast 

The thottghts of Cicero or Pitt were pent ;) 
The reason was, that he had not yet thought 
What it was best to say, and so said nought. 



y Google 



Canto XVII. DON JUAN. 27 



LIT. 

But if you ask the reason for his blush^ 
Tis not so certain : it is said, that ladies, 

Whene'er they please, can bid the colour rush 

Tinging their cheeks ; a power, which Vm afraid is 

Kather gone out at present from the crus(h 

Of balls and crowded rooms : besides, the trade is 

So brisk in rouge and other dies from Parü, 

That colours once put on can never vary. 

Lili. 

Don Juan's was a deep, a crimson die, 

A tulip, or a dahlia most in fashion, 
The glow of an autumnal evening sky, 

The cheek of a virago in a passion : 
These similes are oíd; and I must try 

A new one; it was like to the vibratíon 
Of brazen tnimpets : thus at least we find 
From Locke, that sounds and colours are combin'd. 



/ 
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LIV. 

It was not lost ob her» who sat b esíde hiaajjp» 
Ñor on the company, who shrewdly thought 

That a trae ^ost, unless rq[>ort belied him, 

Ooght to have made him palé ; but ibis had wrought 

Such strange effects on him, who had espied him, 
That all ihe blood of all the Don», who fooght 

Against the Moors, appear'd to havB been roshíiigy 

And ting'd bis cheek wiih moat surprising bluslmig. 



LV. 

It pass'd away : he couhi not eat a bit» 
And could not 8p«ak ; two thingt Úiat are unpleaaant, 

And inore so, if a perdón chance to sit 

Near to a pretty girl and a cold pheaflant. -f * 

But so it was; bis appetite and wit, 
In general so keen, were gone at present: 

And quite regaidless that he sat before *wr,^á^ í< ^J^^ f¿^ 



He nerer íq>oke a word to fiúr Aioora* %[¡^ 
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LVL 

The ladies left the room, and to supply 

Their place tbe bader broug^t the letter-bag : 

*Tis an arríval dear to ev*ry eyc. 

And vhen the converaatioii seems to flag, 

To break th' impatient seal, and to let fly 

Fresh scntps of neirs^ makes ev'ry moath to wag ; 

Politics» fcandal, or the last new boimet» 

And many deep remarks are made upon it 

Lvn. 

Tve heard of Cioero's and Pliay'a lette»; 

Pope*s are admir'dy and so are Swift'sby many ; 
But Eof^ah ladies are by fiíff their betteni, ^ 

Writing with equal flaency on any 
Subjecty and are perfa^»s the ooly debtora^ 

Who take delight in payiag, not a peony» 
(As is the case too ofien,) in the poittd, 
Bntwilh krge úiterest: thw Aoughts aboiuid^ 
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LVIII. 

Run over» and can scarcely be coofín'd 

Within the limits of a sheet of paper ; 
Four sides are quite too few ; a lady's mind 

Cannot be tortur'd and compress'd like yapour ; 
One single sentence, skilfuUy combin'd, 

And written in a hand genteel and taper^ 
Requires at léast three ps^es, and though cross'd 
It is not charg'd as double by the post. 



LIX. 

]^o-^but it ought to be ; and much I wonder, 
That Hume, (not he, who wrote our history. 

And one, whose ñame, unless I greatly blunder^ 
In future histories we shall not see,) 

Has never mov'd that this nefarious plunder 
Should be expos'd and not allow'd to be : 

<^ I move, that he, or she, who shall presume 

" To cross their letters ." but I'm not a Hume, 
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A- A 



LX. 

And cannotframe a^Bill to make it treason. 

JBut this I know, that if I am iDyitingt 
/A fríend to diñe, or in the shootíng seasoii 
Send him a present, or if I am wrítíng^ 
On any other subject whicb I seize on \ 
Of equal consequence, the mere enditin^ 
^Qf one whole page to me is a hard cas^ 
While ladies fíll a sheet, and still want space. 



LXI. 

However I confess 'tis great delíght 
To read a letter, thongh it fill four pages : 

Tis Weet to see confess'd in folack and white 
The thougfats of faer who our whole soul engages: 

Tis sweet to find our man of basiness write^ 
That notwithstanding all our learned sages 

Haye proptiesied the nation's sure decay, 

Our tenants paid their rents at Lady-day. 
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LXII. 

Such are tibe happy thoughts tfae postnan bríngs. 

The Paper too^ that vehicle of news, 
Which wafts «pon tts duap aad flutt'rÍDg wings 

Receipts for polishing oiir minds'or shoes. 
Relates the fall of Spaaish Bonds or KkigB, 

SkimmiDg the cream of libela and reviews; 
The Newspaper, that hovsehold god <rf Brttaia, 
Shall cheer me, whíle I ha^e a room to ait in. 

LXIII. 

Let me be sohu in a CoffiBe-room, 
Glose to the fire, wfaUe Pailiament is sütiag, 

A pint of wiae and biscuits» Mr. Bronghau 
And CaimÍBg exeieising idl their wit in 

A grave debate^ whicfa is to fix the doom 
Of empires, or <« otber sabjecta fittnig 

The grayity of tiiO0e, who when m LcmdoA 

Mttst make a miJMj apeecb, or diey are «iidoiie. 
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IiXlV. 

But how is tUs coMiecled with onr story ? 

The Monmg Post may be a charming paper. 
So my the Times; but I confesa before I 

Consent to buy Ihem^ fariating aoiust be cheaper; 
And Juan being neither Whig aor Tory 

Could havdly cave tibe «ralae <rfa iaper 
For aü llie news, whloh serioue or solemn 
Is daily introducid to fiH a column. 

ixy. 

Stop, gentle Jttader, Üiink Jiot tfab tUgrésaioa 
Is merely foisled ia to mmüibe po^a: 

Fm not a trayeller, vñi<m firat iaipffessiett 
Beyek in roysl qaarto, 'with a proen. 

Notes, platesy iqppetfdÍK^ indes-Hlie professkm 
Wili not be aagiy— aü die gradge I owe'em 

Is, tbat oar books of trayeb to mj eyes 

Are heayy— not ia maüor fcül in site. 
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LXVI. 

Why must the book appear in royal quarto ? 

Why must the margin be two inches broad? 
Why must the Unes be plac'd so wide, and far too 

Asunder» leavmg such a handsome road 
Between them 7 Is there need of so much care U> 

Thicken the hot-press'd Tellum, and to load 
Our shelves with tomes of such a monstrous síze,. 
like the oíd Fathers and their Homilies ? 



LXVII. 

An author, to be read» should prínt his book 
In such a size» that loungmg o'ér the fire 

In elbow chair or sofá we may look 
Without an effort o*er it^ and not tire 

Our hands with holding it; or íf the cook, 
Thanks to her well-sery'd dhiner, should inspifie: 

A gentle nap, a duodécimo 

Will not awake us, falUng on our toe. 
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LXVIII. 

The price of book» is hurtful to our nation ': 

Not that I wish an autiior or a poet 
To die, like Otway, of extreme stanration ; 

He, who has genius, may surely shew it 
And purchase in the Fúnds ; and the creation 

Of family possessions, if he owe it, 
Not to the usual chances of the crowd, 
But to his o?ni rich brains, may make him proud* 

^ LXIX. 

A wríter^ call'd at Rome Ovidius Naso, 
By schoolboys Ovid, tells us, that the age 

Is made of iron ; other poets say so ; 
And politiicians in financia! rage 

Cali it an age of papet : well ! they may so : 
But look through ancient times, and I'U engage 

That hungry poets néver conld behold 

mi fliese our times a real age of gold. 
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LXX. 

What did tbe aioÍQttto kmw of ic«|)gr^n|^t? 

TTere circulating librañes mented, 
When Homar aet oiit beggisg to recito 

" The tale of Uroydraoe/' and was eontenied 
With feeling, fipr Ae gods liad diaw'd bis fligH 

Some paltry haUpence now and Aen presenledf 
Virgil indeed fori» impeiíal flalÉery 
Recctr'd « bandeóme piesent of Bcatartü : 

LXXL 

But authors tul oor ¿Kpi imm auisügr fa«i.'d 
For diriygaaetB» aulfiírMter'd níoifliit: 

Before tfae sheets enera vmlÉBB, ttiey imtm clainM 
By cmel crédito» im pact of payiMat ¡ 

Epic^ dramatíc, lyric, aU llnit'9 «an'd 
In proae er Tenería eamest 0c ia pby meaal;» 

AUsubjectsweráeKhauflÉfid; bat tbe iidiolMi ' 

TTere still acquainled More wWi done tfaaa dellMs* 
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LXXIL 

At length Üm. GfeumB tt Imrcoitioft wav^d 
Her magic "vtmi^ and ndd, My mm^ ^Ay gMmA 

In those laborioo» potlis, mtíták hiuw not sav*!! 
Your learneik tófties fiom pnscni «t ÜM hof^l? 

A new andeaPf r««d wmiUfmy fOf'é 
Wilk Uoek» «í gold, aoft pamte^-Hmnte a ttotrf. 

She spoko aad quidl a IhowtHid geesn trer^sfadi» 

To fiirDÍ8li.qin|^iit dt Ae senUbbi^fraem». 

Lxxm. 

Henee gentlmea iuid ladieEr^ boys and miisfses:, 
Schoim and pauto, pe^esiés aAd feets, 

Haye all describid Úi» myslery of idsses, 
Co< m ÉlÉ |iu» eagagemenlcí, treachery and fearcr, 

In shortthali0aiir»analoiiiy; andttiisnr 
Tkm leadingr mo«t aikúr^d m láier yeúfw. 

BMoe iMilhaiii hsre grown riek :^ bat are Aeír pagan 

Grown rich in kimi4edgt?'**'#«t^fcr oüter sa;^: 
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LXXIV. 

We*ll to our dtoiy, which has left the iiews* 

paper and letteis waitíng to be read : 
Juan was not a man, who lov'd to ose 

His pen in writing letters ; he was bred 
Where a paternal monaich does not choose 

To tolérate niail-coaches» which would spread 
His subjects' billets douz and their opiaions 
Too quickly durough hb sensitíye dominions. 

LXXV. 

Henee Juan's bilí for postage was a trifle, 
A pauper might haye paid it : but this nMMrning . 

A foreign letter carne— as if a rifle 

Had sounded at hb ear to give him waining» 

He startedy and 'twas plain he wish'd to stifle 

Some sudden pang; he conld not throw ao awning 

O'er tfaose dark eyes» which drench'd with peariy ni 

Beyeal'd some secret mjrstery of pain. 
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LXXVI. 
Whether his mother ^ad resign'd her breáth, 

Or done a deed disgraceful to her rank ; or 
An aunt had died with nothing to bequeath ; 

Or ruin had surprís'd his Spanish banker ; 
Whether the fairest flow'r in beauty's wreatb, 

His pretty Leila, (é\t the chilling canker, 
With'ring e'er yet the blossom was expanded : 
Whether some corsairs from Algiers had landed> 

LXXVII. 

And swept the shores of good king Ferdinand^ 
Paeking his faitiiful snbjects off by dozens ; 

Whether the Holy Office had trepann'd 

And set their seal on his too lib'ral cousins ; 

Whether the Empress sent a reprimand. 
And his own conscience smote him for a few sins ; 

Whether — ^but read ihe following Canto, and 

The cause of his surprise youll understand. 
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LXXVIII. 

like as the IttUe punaise; whidí ^iirvive»» 
When the proiid ressel liiiks to ríse bo more^ 

With tatter'd sail and leaky timbera atrives 
To brave the aweUing surge and teíxxpesVñ roar, 

Redeeming firom the wreck soaie scanty liyes, 
Perhaps witfa deeper máTáaga yet m store ; 

Slowly they sail, and as the vossel reelsy 

Altérnate hope and fear each bosomfeels : 

LXXIX, 
So from that piteous wreck, wbe^e Poetry 

And Genius saok into tbe dark abyss» 
My little bark has fae'd the stormy sea : 

Each passiag momeot threatens me, that this 
Shall be my last : the waves environ me, 

And roeks, whidí I can hardl^ hope to miss^ 
Alone upen the ocean durk and wide. 
No star to li|^ me, and no chact to guide* 
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LXXX. 

Few treasures have been sav'd from that sad wreck : 
They were his own, by Nature's bounty giyen. 

And perish'd with him : Oh ! that I coald deck 
My fragile bark with a few remnants riyen 

And shatter'd, but stiU shining like a speck 
Of oríent gold upon the gates of heaven ! 

In the light breeze my flutt^ríng saii should play, 

And the hush'd billows listen to my lay. 

LXXXI. 

That wreck was awful and complete : no pray'r 
Was offer'd to appease the angry surge ; 

It ihreatenMy it destroy'd : the mom was fair^ 
At eventide the tempests howl'd their dirge. 

Those lofty tfaoughts, the fancy that could wear 
A thousand shapes^ were hurried to that yerge, 

Hie unseen strait^ which parts the shallow sea 

Of life^ and ocean of etemity. 

EMD Or THE 8EVENTEENTU CANTO. 
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CANTO XVIU. 



L 

Tis a sad f ouod, tbat lingVijD^ last FaireweUp 
Wiían finends mustüeparate^perluy;» far erer; 

But 8adder« iriieo 'tí» foUow'd by tíie kndU, 
Whiidi teOs u», ibat our loFes aad fiieDdsbips aever 

Again 4NI «aith in Bwaetest huid» «baU dwell. 
Tisyaiiitow^p: Death'jxhiUy haad will jsever 

Affection'sdearesttíes; teanüsumot flare, 

Hor Booow cali ove TÍctím Aom tke. grave« 
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II. 
And yet we weep : the hands of Nature bind 

The parent and the child in links of love ; 
Ñor could I envy him^ wbo has resignad 

Such ties without one parting pang to prove 
That he'd a heart of flesh : the ivy twin'd 

Around the aged monarch of the grove 
Still loves to curl its leafy honors round 
The parent oak, though prostrate on the ground. 

III. 

Young Juan wept : those bríef and hasty Unes, 
Which caU'd from Nature's fount the gushing tears 

To dew his full dark eyes, were moumful signs 
That all was over ; she, whose hopes and fears 

Had watch'd him firom the eradle, where rectines 
A mother's infant treasure, through the years 

Of boyish pastime, to that riper time, 

When strength and grace spríng fortfa in manhood's 
prime, 
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IV. 

She, who had loy'd him with a tenderaess 

That border'd on idolatry, whose eye, 
Gazing on his young yirtues to excess» 

Could not endure the torture to espy 
Ougfat that could make her doat upon him less» ^ 

She died ; and gather'd to her ancestry» 
Ashes to ashesy left her dying blessing 
To him, whom stíll her fancy wa9 caressing* 

• . Y- 

Her thoughts had wander'd ere the spirít fled. 
And with glaz'd eye on yacancy directed 

She saw, or seem'd to see, among the dead 
A living form, with eye and air dejected — 

It was her son ; and she wouM stoop her head 
As if to catch the kiss which she expected : 

And she would cali him, '< Juan, Juan, speak, 

" Thy mother calis thee/' and her dying shriek» 
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VI. 

For her's wat oot the piaeíd» tranquil tone 
Of souls departing; but the shrieking cry 

Of one in torture ; ^twas» ** M y soa, my boq, 
*^ Heav'n guard my Jaaat fly, my Jaan, fly! 

** Stáy not in that g;rim prísoii4KMi6e alone ; 

" See where tibofle bloodless apectres hover nigh : 

'^ May heayen's UesBmg'-*-^'' and to iieaven's King 

Th' unfinisb'd prayer was borne on sera{]|i*8 wi0g« 

VII. 

Jaan had seen tbe ooean's ioxy beap'd : 

Had gaz'd npon hia friend'B warm blood tbat 6ow'd 
At that inhiunan banqnet; he bad «teep*d 

And pnrpled tas fair aymmetry in bieod, 
Wben in tbe breaeb bia yirgin falebion reap*d 

Its gory batrFesty and bis friends weie moir'd 
In one piiomÍ8Q«o«0 riaughter : but no teair, 
Not one 4{oaiplaÍQÍngy pí^ng sob was there. 
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VIH. 

And yet he Bonow'd when his mother died ; 

He wept-»not o'er her tomb» for he was far, 
Far distant from his native home» and sigh'd 

That when his mother breatfa'd her dyiog pray*r» 
He was not near to echo it : Úie tíde 

Of sorrowy of aflfectíon, and despair 
Broke o'er his tronbled soul ; and he had gladly 
Shar'd ihe cold tomb with her, who died so sadly. 

IX. 

Why had she died éo sadly ? Did the thought 

Of a long absent and nngratefíil son 
Break her parental heart ? And was she brought 

To madness» to an early grave» by one, • 
Who roY^ig careless and at ease had bonght 

His [depures at so dear a price, and done 
A deed of blackest die? Ñor was tfaere given 
One g^bim'xittg hope of meeting her in heaven ? 
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X. 
Her lasty her dyiog words were turn'd to him : 

But how ? What meant she by that troubled scream ? 
J)id she reproach him ? As her eyes grew dim, 

Did they receive a strange, prophetic gleam 
Of ministers of death and phantonis grím, 

Waiting to pluáge him íd the buming stream? 
And yet she bless'd him : with her dying breath 
She seem'd to rescue him from worse tban death» 



XI. 

Full well did he remember the embrace, 

The warm, the fostVing arms, which she had tíifown 
Around him, when he left bis native place : 

Now they were cold and bloodless as the stone 
Which cover'd the frail remnants of bis race : 

His ancient halls veré empty ; and alone, 
Last of his line, he seem'd to feel aronnd him 
No friendly link, no kindred tie, that bound him.. 
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XII. 

But he might see her tomb; and he might pour 
A flood of filial tears where abe was laid ; 

Migbt kneel on tbe cold marble, and implore 
A late forgiyeness from her peaceñil abade: 

At least 'twould yield some solace, if foefore 
He died^ the last sad tribute he had paid ; 

And praying near bis motfaer's tomb might rest 

His bones with ber's, contented, if not blest. 

XIII. 

Juan was quick in counsel : to decide 

With him depended not on anxions thoug^t : 

He felt^ and bis strong feelings were bis guide; 
Not always rigbt; but wben bis mind had caugfat 

Some warm impression, wbether it were pride, 
Or passion^ or affection, it had wrought 

So strongly in a moment, that control 

Migbt cbeck» not quell» the cunent of his soul. 
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XIV. 

An hour before» the laad h^ lof'd so'weU 
And aO that it contfdn'd, had not émploy'd 

A single thougfat i the trarell'd boy would tell 
His story» tul the Ust'ning ear was doy'd : 

Danger and pleaAcofe wHfc altérnate sHrctt 
Hig yessel on ttie sek of Kfe had buóy'd : 

And seldom \fid he dieck his course, to cast 

One ling'ríng lobk oñ objects tfaoi were past. 

Tis pleasing at the time .irhen yauth aodhealth 
FIow through each rein, and when the opening mmá, 

Unfonn'd» may by contrivance or by stealth 
Be moulded and uñalterably inclin'd 

To good or eñl, where ihe precioii» iwealtii - - - 
Of learningiind of knowfedgé ñ'dona^'d 

Aa to a storehousé^ whose ct>iitents are grdwing» 

Ever incifaanngy AevtroferfloWing; 
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XVL 
Tis 8weet in thot^ brig^t days to feast tfae eye 

With that rích bfuiqnet, wbich a foreígn laind, 
Strange faces> stranger vanaerái can ftupply ; 

To see how Natureí with íantastie htaié. 
Lores to distort the shape, and cfaange ihe die ; 

But aU beapeak ooe mighty» same command, 
Uke fragmenta of a mkrbr^ ^here yon trace 
In countless ottdineil stfll'the seltsánké face. 



XVII. 
It has been said, that travel as youwfll, 

You find.but tv?o Tarieties of heingt 
And these are man and wopian: yon may fill 

Ypiir joumab with the pations yon've l>eMi seeing» 
The darky the £úr, the red, die swarthy, still 

Yon find the scatter'd tribep are all agreeing 
In passions» appetites, and all the features 
Which mark ihe characters of human creatures. 
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XVIII. 

It may be so — ^but still the miad improves 

By tradng Üiis prof^imd analogy : 
A mistress and a knife tfae Signor loves, 

While Monsieur loves Napoleón and Comedie; 
Mynheer a pipe and gravity appioves» 

The Don an empty puise and pédigree. 
SomeUiing we leaní from eaeh; and ve may see 
Their follies in ourselves in less degree. 

XIX- 
But why should English more tfaan other nations 

Leam Fiench, get passpoTts, and embark at Dover ? 
Some go, becaose tiiey're put upon half-iations. 

And some because their purse is ranmng óver : 
Tntors and papils in their several stations 

6ain new ideas, and pethaps may cover 
The native lustre of the solid mass 
With Qallic tinsel or Corinthian brass. 
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XX. 

Is it, that Nature loves to rear her throae 
Midst Alpme heights, with snows eternal crown'd^ 

Where from his icy bed the hasty Rhone 

Darts his blue waters ihrough the yawDÍng ground ? 

Or does she reign in southeni dimes alone^ 

Where spríng eternal vheels her ceaseiess round, 

Where thríce the teeming fields their gifts bestow» 

And Bacchas, laughing god, surveys the clust'rmg row? 

XXI. 

What ! do no summits tow'r above our isle ? 

No sylvan scenes of crag and woody steep.^ 
No headlong torrents foam, no valleys smile ? 

Say, Caledonia, do thy eagles sleep, 
That ns'd to soar o'er Lomond's craggy pile? 

Where are thy Naiads^ that were wont to weep 
In fleecy tears, uatil the echoing roar 
Of waters thunder'd on the distant shore ? 
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XXII. 

Say» Cambria» and firdm Siiowdon'9 diffii dedaie 
Tbe heariog mountaios Bwelling to'the sky, 

Peak above peak, like otíean's billows» where 
Spangled aad glitt*ring with azore die 

The bosoms of aa hundred lakes appear : 
Beneath» oíd Mona's saored meadows Ue, 

And frowniog o'er the 3ti^^ that g^des betweeri, 

Caemarvoa'a regal walk stiU speM^ of Edward's qaeen. 

xxin. 

TÍ8 trae, no mande of etemal anow 
Shioads the tali summits of Britannia's bilis ; 

No sea of ice» with progresa siire tiiongh slow. 
Once smiling vales with wintry wildnéss fiUs : 

No avalanches cmsh ihe flock below ; 
Ufo shephord's heart with cutting anguisb IbiiUs, 

To find bis bom^ bis wife, bis babes, hÍ9 aH 

Veil'd from bis sight for ever in Death's icy paU. 
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XXIV, 

Yet have w^ beauties in our sea-girt land, 
Such as appear'd in joyous mood to him» 

Who tun'd his harp-itrings with a sh^erd's band 
Ere ihat with age and gríef bis eyes were dim. 

And loftier tbemes of tbe angelic band, 
Of man's sad fall, and warríng serapbim, 

Call'd bim to boUer strams, and bade bis late 

To jocund Biirib and sylvan sienes be mate. 

XXV. 

Such too as be, tbe Minstrel of tbe Nortb, 
Still in tbe softest, sweetest measares sings, 

Tbe bard of nature, at whose word come fortb 
Mountain and dell, dark beath, and glassy springs : 

What beart, wbat tongue is senseless to tby worth ? 
To fancy's eye they are no fabled things ; 

We see tbe monntam catob the rising ray, 

In Katiine's lake tbe living waters pUy. 



y Google 



58 DON JUAN. Canto XVIir. 

XXVL 
But though I suffer English men to travel, 

The Muse, a miss, unprÍTileg'd by marriage, 
Ought not to raiñble far, except where gravel 

Well broken shews the road is for a carriage^ — 
The broad, the turopike road — ^though to unrarel 

The plot or fable, I would not dbparage 
A good digression — but my Muse will go on 
So far, that I must bríng her back to Juan. 

XXVII. 

Juan resoly'd, that he would go to Spain, 

As fast as horses, wind aod tíde, would take him : 

He told his host the secret of his pain, 
And fix'd next moming early ; nougfat could shake 
him, 

Each moment seem'd an age ; and it was plaín, 
That there was something more than gríef to make him 

Set off so quickly — ^you may cali it nonsense, 

But Juan really had qualms of conscience* 
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XXVIII. 

It happen'dy that tiiis evening had been fix'd 

Por all the company to pay a visit : 
They were to diñe from home ; and though 'twas mix'd 

Witii some reluctance, after all what is it ? 
You meet a vulgar neighbour, you are vex'd 

With ynlgar cooking, you go home and quiz it; 
You laugh at all you saw and all they said. 
And pity tfaem for being so ill-bred. 

XXIX. 

Ooing to London for the summer season 

Is very well ; it giyes the milliners 
A handsome benefit; and thaf s the reason 

Why many kind papas unfold theír purse : 
Their daughters must be dress'd ; and it were treason 

To see them less expensively and worse 
Attir'd than other misses who're come out: 
See a young lady at a bal! or rout, 
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XXX. 

Can you not tell at once by certain ain, 

By fashíonabie toitures of the body, 
Whether she's made her entrée íq the squares 

And streetfl oí London ? He must be a noddy, 
A perfect flat, a fellow, who repairs 

Twice to the soup tureen^ and diinks hb toddy, 
Who cannot tell a town-íbred misa (rom those^ 
Who pay their coiuitry Uib and make their cfothes. 

XXXI. 

Look at Miss Bnllock-^why, her cheek'a as red 

As a beef-steak, or as a peony; 
She shakes you by the hand, and if youVe said 

A witty thíng, she laughs most heartily* 
Poor girll I wish that she were better bredr 

And as'd to more gented society. 
It's veiy haid, that her papa wont let her 
Write for some dress^ that nüght fit h^ better. 
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XXXII. 

Such were the kind r^naijus» wbioh Mísb Me. Tab 
Made od the worthy folks^ who gave tbe dinner. 

It had beeD rumour'd, that a jroung Cantab» 
John Thomas Ballock, once had hop'd to wiñ her ; 

Ñor was she cruel» tíll a fatal stab 
Was givea to his hopes, and made him thinner : 

She went to Town, and happen*d to discover 

Certain objections to a country lover. 

XXXIU. 

He was a very civil 3ort of maní 

Quite harmless and good-natur'd, and all that; 
She'd nothing more to say against him, than 

That there was something in his manner, what 
The French eall gauAeney we hardly can 

Express it, we've no term exactly pat: 
But ladies fresh from Town have ears and eyes 
Finer than counti^ persons and more nice« 
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XXXIV. 

At five, (for at that very gothic hour 
The Biülocks dia'd,) the carriages were ready. 

Juan remain'd at home, that he might pour 
His gríefs in silence : he had been unsteady. 

And never settling long upon a ñovrW, 
Capñcious as the wind, or a young lady, 

But Nature now had touch'd upon a deep 

And plaintive chord, whose music would not sleep. 

XXXV. 
It was an evening — but alas ! what poet 

Has left the evening's varied charms unsung? 
The setting orb, the mantling clouds that shew it 

Half veirdy and yet all gloríous among 
The gold-fring*d curtains of the night; below it 

In some clear stream the dusky mountains flung 
In lengthen'd shadows — scenes like these are wrought 
With all the rich luxuriance of thought. 
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XXXVI. 

It was an evening» which the magic bnish 

Of Claude has ting*d with hues of heavenly birth; 

The stilly the breathless calm, which seems to hush 
All nature into silence, save the mirth 

Of tunefol songsters, who from many a bush 
Pour their blithe carols, while the list'ning eartb 

Is veil'd in darkness, and the queen of night 

Her palé lamp kindles at the sun's last light. 

XXXVII. 

That light upon the westem bilis was glowing, 
Wrapping their leafy summits in a blaze 

Of buming gold : the breezes gently blowing 
Ruffled the lake's fair bosom, where the rays 

A broken^ bickeríng, light were fainüy throwing ; 
And in the ríppling wave the eye might gaze 

On tow'rs and battlements, whose airy height 

Frown'd more majestic through ihe shades of night 
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XXXVIII. 
Juan had stepp*d yriüi s)ow, uftrteady paee 

His chamber's lengtb, and (houghtwith many a atgli 
Of Üie last look and of the last embrace 

Of ber, who bore bim : in bis tearful eye 
The parting scene was fresb, the time, the place, 

Wbere be had said and heard the last <' good bye ;*' 
Twas night; and be remember'd the dark cloud 
Wbich Teil'd the moon-beam in a transient shioud. 

XXXIX. 

He mos'd upon the scene; be rais'd bis bead; 

Unwittingly, and saw the moon's full orb 
Ascend all glorious from ber cbilly bed ; 

Proudly sbe rose, as bast'ning to absorb 
The scátter'd glories, which the sun had sbed. 

And reckless of the eyils which disturb 
Tbis lower world, wbere suns shall set and rise 
Till tfa^ last change, which melts earth, jsea and skies. 
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XL. 

The puré serenity of night, the lake 

Ruffled yet calm, on whkh the settmg beams 

Hung ling'ríng stUI, and trembling seemM lo quake 
In sportive dalliaiice with the paier ^eams 

Reflected from the mooBy all help'd to slake 
The fever of his soul ; ahd the sad dreams 

Which hauBted binip were hiish*d and silenc'd by 

The sweet composure of an evening sky. 

XLI. 
He felt the dewy freshness on his brow. 

And Tentur'd forth in soUtnde, to telt 
His sonows to the moott : he tlioQght aot now 

Of pleasure and of teréij, ivhose spell 
Had fetter*d his young soul : above, beiow, 

Aronnd him all was qniet: night coiild quell 
Creatíon's busy munnnrs : but the breast 
Of conscience-stricken man, where finds it rest ? 

F 
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XLII. 

He thought himself alone : be thought no socmd 
Was near him, save at times the ficñil plash 

Of water ereeping o*er its pebbly boand, 
Or breezes nisüiiig through some leafy ash ; 

Sudden he slarted : was it faiiy ground? 

Was he entranc'd ? And had he dar'd with rash 

And yent'rous foot^tep, thus uncaird» to pry 

Where beingcf not of this world hover'd nigh? 

XLIII. 
It was no earttily voice : that harmony 

Was not from mortal choir : so soft, so sweet, 
it floated on the breeze and ihen would die. 

And swell again, and echomg seem'd to meet 
The notes of seraphs warbling through the sky. 

He listen'd — ^bnt he only heard the beat 
Of his own heart: the music.ceas'd; and yet 
It was a sound that he could not forget. 
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• 

XLIV. 

He thougfat it was Aurora : had she staid 
At home in solitnde ? Perfaaps she wept 

Fot him and for his loas : perhaps she pray'd^ 
And pour'd a réquiem for her who alept : 

Their creeds were similar : the pious maid 
Sorrow'd as. for a motber; and she kept 

Her moumful vigils, haüing with.sweet strains 

The souVs departure from this land of pains. 



XLV. 

So Juan hop'd : but did the music cease? 

Earthly or beayeniy.those meltíng notes 
Were sooihing to his soul ; peace, gentil peace, 

Is wafted with the melody that floats 
On the cpol breeze of evening, and enchains 

Each rairish'd sense : the lonely wand'rer dotes 
To catcb the distant song, and stops to hear 
The latest cadenee die upon his ear. 

F 2 
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XLVI. 

But what if flbtt, mña&tti kú has l<nr'd,. h% mngn^l 
Did Juan lo^ ? He oonld not» dar'd not breatlie 

The ñama of lov»; aad.yet hii tíwwght» were clingÍBg 
To other mcmarm tfaaa those oí deatk : 

He thougfat of theiair syren; who was ñingiiif 
Her wild notas tú: tha niglit; and. aa a wseath 

Of clouds pass'd o*er the mooií, a tkoaglil was giTen 

To her, whoK apirit jomM the cbeir in faeaTen. 

XLYH. 
Aurora sang faer fcqment: pardiaiice 

She breath'dl a pn^y^r for iúm» who linget^d here 
Motheifess, friendless : might ic aot enhanoe 

His 8uit> that she blad sonrow'd o'ar Iba bier 
Of a fond mother? She too knew tha g^oe, 

The lasty the dying glaooe, wheik deaih ia aear. 
But hark ! twas she : the music «welt'd-agam. 
And Juan breathless listen'd to the strain. 
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I know thee nofr— youtb's lovely roees 

Have fled diy:diéek : 
The ohaim tbat beaaty's boe disciosei 

In vain I seek. 

Music to me can breathe no pleasure, 

Thou singst not now : 
The dance invites — ^I hear tfae measure — 

But where arl thou ? 

Oh ! time has prest his ruthless fingers, 

Thy fotm ia ^fcisted; 
I know diee not : no veslige Imgers 

Ofbfai«|ybb«ted. 

I 
And yet I tea a fond remembraace, 

It cbeofs kne slíll : 
Those inward graces, heav'n*s resemblance. 

Age cannot kill. 
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I know thee 8till--farewell the joy 

That youüi can give : 
Age may those fleeüog chaniis destroy, 

Thy virtues lire. 



XLVIII. 

It was Aurora: but alas ! the kneil 

Of death haá rung lesa heavy on his ear^ ' 
Than that soft melody, which broke the speO 

Of all his fond delusions : did he hear 
A nog-song ditty, sweet perhaps, and well 

Attun'd, but fitter for an earthly spbere 
Than for Üie thoughts, which had entranc'd bis soul 
And steep'd it in elysium ? ■ The bright goal. 
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XLIX. 

Which for a moment he had grasp'd, his mother, 
His love, all vanish'd like a fleetiog shade ; 

The song was not of him ; and did another 

Possess the heart, to which hi$ thoughts had stray*d? 

Her words reveal'd it : and she seeiii*d to smother 
A famty yet living flame, which once had play'd 

In kindling warmth within her breast, ñor yet 

Could she the ling^ring, dying warmth forget. 

L. 

But how could one so young have felt the pang 
Of plighted love by time and sorrow broken ? 

It conid not, must not be : peihaps she sang 
Not firom her heart : it might not be a token 

Of faith still constant to a narae which rang 
Upon her ear in silence, and was spoken 

To the palé moon at eveniág^-^fio— the lay 

Carne as by chance to drive ennui awayé 
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At least 80 Jaan thoagbfc : tmi he IumI gop« 
To be4 W:better siMiíte, nq^ «Aept fnom^ni^ 

(Thoagh lovers sometíoieB keep ltVf4^> «pd oioaD» 
Crying, th»t pcf^, teai9ÍBg giH, co»<buii4 Iiígü I 

WoDt let m» §leepO but Jm«, hf4 b^ kQQVH 
Iliat Mi9s Aurora Iqy'd him, badbe fiMiad b^ 

Singing a,\ evefúng tf> ft SpApMi tiin0^ 

He bad aot tb^Migbt a(----a«ttí)ig <^ <io aoon. 

LII. 
The borses weie to come by four : bis valet 

Had pack'd hiiidotb^^; aod be waa quHe» quite «ure, 
That he would go to Spain \ ^hj sbould be diAy 

And fret about a littleí sby^ demure. 
And pretty J^ngUsb girl : it WQuld «ot tatly 

Wiúk bis Castilian hlood, so oíd and pive, 
To graft from such a stock : b^ vcfuU not tbink 
About her — y^l be did n^ sieep a ipíink*. 
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IMl. 

And yet he did not gUirt at fonr o'olock» 

Ñor dídlM» vabeiouBbiiQ: he aro^e, 
Starüed by inies at nádnight» and a shodc» 

As if the fabíic wilh oonTulÚTC ttiroes 
Was r^etiog, oiid'Uf^cbainber seem'd to rock 

From «9I9Q tr^mendoua orasb t and at it9 dose 
The heavens in t^ meBieat Wf re o'erspr^d 
With one wíde Unza of baH^g»íiery rod. 

LIV. 

The Abbey was in flamea ; ijrhile all were laid, 
Save Juan^ in a calw and dieathlike sleep> 

The fire crept alowly on, and creeping made 
Its banqn^t, tnivetUng with rnany a ieap 

From beam to beam, with sculptore overiaid, 
The work of agea past^ when oak waa cheap. 

And architects some wise receipt had got» 

To season timber and aToid dry rot. 
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LV. 

Bul oíd well-season'd timber buras the qutcker. 

When mix'd with coal it makes a channiDg blaze 
At Chrístmas : bow I love to beap [t thicker 

And thicker m those short but cheerful days, 
When chatting we perceive the bine flame flicker, 

Sure sign of frost : but still I conld not praise 
The housemaid, who to dríve away the frost 
Buras down the mansión to her master's cost 



LVI. 

The fire of London, which, they say, began 
In Pudding-lane and ended in Pie-coraer, 

Was caus'd, — but storíes disagree : one man 
Will blame the Papists : he, who is a scoraer 

Of party libéis, thinks that all we can 

Pronounce for certain is, that on one mora ere 

The family were up, a careless sloven 

Put too much fuel in a baker*s oven. 
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LVII. 

Thus half a ctty, houses, streets and quays, 

St. Paul's Cathedral, and some dozen churches, 

Were burnt to asbes, and yet no one says 

Who causad the fire : 'tís so with my researches 

Concerning' Norman Abbey : from the days 

When the first founder made the pious purchase, 

The western turret with its massy roof 

Had.kept the firemen and their fíres aloof. 

LVIII. 

It was the western: turret, which in tumbling 

Had caus'd the crash that shook Don Juan's bed : 

The fire had buimt unseen; the rafters crumbling 
Before the greedy element had spread 

No waming; and no ear had heard the rumbling 
Of cracking walls, crush'd floors, and molten lead. 

The waming carne : but 'twas the awful stroke 

That shivers with. one flash the shelt'ring oak. 
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The flame had leachM the toof ; and as a stream 
Swolleii by rain with one indiginsl aweep 

Bears off the puny borríevs that seem 
To challenge its adTaace, and vainly keep 

The flood at bay-^o whea ike fiery gleaní 
Onee burpl ito príson-houBe» and o'ér Ú^ steep 

Impending roof the stneky yoliimes roWA, 

One sudden, thnttd'ring érasb ihm progresa loM. 

LX. 

No wind was needed on fhat breathlew nigbt 
To basten tíie destruotion : ene wide fióod > 

Of flame burst fotdi to a Vesutian beigÜt, 
And in a momeyt fell : the h^Tea» gl(MrU» 

Till thiok, dark volumes ¥^el'd the» lacd^ ffgbt, 
Veiling the mooii in a Cia^morian shrirad ; : 

And fieiy stueaks i^ot foiih, bot to ilfaune 

At intervab th* impenetrable gloom. 



/ • 
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LXI. 
Now ttU was hmnj and dísmaj : die beli, 

That us'd to summon them to reireliy, 
Rang a discordant peal, and «oíd too well 

Its most uiitimely newd : the piercing ciy, 
Terror, despair, commands, enquiries, Mi 

On ev'iy ear; and as théy hatiíed by, 
Seeking escape, «ach thnnd'ríng crash wonld sound 
Louder and nearer, till ihey sfaook the ground. 

LXII. 

Juan had jom*d tfie flying, trembliag throng, 
And tried to rally them ; bat it was tain ; 

They saw the fiery torren! sweep along 

The chambers, where so lately they had lain 

In unsuspectíng slumber; and so strong 
An impulse seisV) each burrying guest to gam 

Some place of safety, that aone stopp'd to save 

A fríead or kinsman from their fiery grave. 
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LXIII. 

They paus'd not, tSl they reach'd the outward air, 
Where such a group was gather'd, as was seen 

By Dante, whea the dim and fitful glare 
Of hell reveal'd to him the diamal scene 

Of spirits doomM to wander in despair, 
Moaning, avd sorrowing : just so between 

Th'; altérnate glimmerings of light the eye 

Discernid the trembling forms that hurried by. 

LXIV. 

Some were half-dres8*d : and she, who yesternight 
Chided the rudeness of the breeze which dar*d 

To play amongst her ringlets, and to blight 
The blushing roses of her. cheek, now bar'd 

Her tender form to the indement night : 
Some knelty and pray'd aloud ; some wept» or shar'd 

The fancied «hélter.of each other's grasp, 

Clenching they.knew not who with frantic clasp* 
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LXV. 

But there was one, whose bosom did not beat 
With selñsh terrors : as eacb transient flash 

lUum'd the palUd group, he sought to meet 

One fomiy which couid he rescue fírom the crash 

Of burning ruin, he had brav*d the sieet 
Of fiery hail ; and joyfully would dash 

Through the thick, suffocating cloud : but where 

Had bis Aurora fled ? She was not there. 



LXVI. 

Aurora Raby with that pensive cast 

Of thought, which mark'd her from her infant years, 
Slept in a solitary room, the last 

Of a long suite, which some from childish fears 
Would not inhábit : next to it was plac'd 

A chapely now not us'd ; and there were jeers 
Which hinted, that the Popish girl had made 
This choicei that she might have the Virgín's aid. 



y Google 



«o DON JUAN- Camto XVIII. 

Lxvn. 

Juan beÚiOQgfat him of (lie song whieii sheVá 
The spot where liii^ Auroraos chamber lay. 

He ran, but barniíig fragments strew'd the road. 
And gasping he beheld the floor give way 

Which in one moment more he would have trode. 
That access was debarr^d ; and in dísmay 

He sou^t the tenace, where so lateljr stroUing 

He heard Aurora's plamtÍTe music rolUng. 

LXVIll. 

Her window was aboye him: bat he lept 
With one light bound, unconscious of the height. 

And reaching it perceiv'd that where fké siept 
The greedy ílame was revelling: the sight 

Appall'd, but not o'ercame him ; stUl he kept 
His troé CastiliaD spiriti Ihat a knigfat . 

Should face the flames uñflincbing, and shooid die 

For church, for lady fair, aad chiyalry. 
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I.XIX. 

Aurora wa» iKot tfaere ; and though the heat 
Scarce suíFer'd him to breathe, he hasten'd on, 

Passing a narrovir door, and at the feet 
Of a small, .simple crucifíx of stooe 

She knelt, and pray'd aloud : there was a sweet 
Composure in her face, as might have shoue 

In martyrs' features, when they knelt to feel 

The wish'd-for keenness of the ruthless steel. 



LXX. 

She pray'd aloud : her tresses unconfín'd 
FlQw'd loosely down : her robes were virgtn white, 

Arrang'd witb decent care : she was resign'd 

To death ; and when the flames forbade her flight> 

She sought this shrine of refuge, where her niind 
Was wrapp'd in visions of celestial ligbt : 

And kneeling at the altar of her God 

She pray'd admission to bis blest abode. 

o 
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LXXI. 

Juan twice call'd her, but she did not look : 

It was no time for parley — ^his alarm 
Sbut ceremony out ; at once he took 

Her slender form in his encirding arm. 
And ere her wilder'd memory awoke. 

He bore her all unconscious through the warm 
And stifling smoke, regardless of the heat 
And burntng boards that glow'd beneath his féet. 

LXXII. 

One moment later, the succumbing floor 
Had buríed them in flames ; but he descended^ 

And tracing back his footsteps heard the roar 
Of the red torrent nearer, which extended 

Barring his passage ; and. the only door 
Seein*d by a triple fíery guard defended. 

They could not pass : the ground, on which they stood, 

Was as the brínk of a wide, fíery ílood. 
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LXXIII. 

Behind them was the long, deserted range 
Of chambers tenanted at length by flame ; 

In froDt the lake ; there seem'd bul an ezcbange 
From death to death ; destroctton was the same 

From either elemeot ; he was not strange 
To cleavÍDg the deep wave ; but if he carne 

To shore alone, and his Aurora perísh'd, 

The only hope was gone, which he had cherÍ9h*d. 

LXXIV. ' 

He stood lipón th' embattled wall, which rose * 
Some twenty feet above the tranquil lake ; 

For it was tranquil, hush'd in calm repose. 
And the unniffled mirror seem'd to take 

The tinge of fiery crimson, such as glows 
In an autumnal sky, when sunbeams slake 

In western seas the ferror of their rays : 

So shone the glow of that reflected blaze. 
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LXXV. 

It was tbe iast reflection that e'er fell 

From Normanes sacred pile; and ere tbe walls 

Sank ÍD tíieir final crash» they seem'd to sweil 
To more majestic heigfat ; the ancient halls 

Were canopied with flame ; and iegends tell, 
That a daik, shronded form amidst the calis 

Of unseen spirits from his. prison carne, 

Treading the palpable and buoyant flame. .. ^ 

LXXVI. 

He trode the fiery ladder, and on high 

Wav'd his dry, bloodless arms, around him raisíng 
A coronet of ñames ; and as the sky 

Murmurad hoarse thunders, with swift flashes blazing» 
He vanish'd-: when a lotid, mysteríons cry 

Was follow'd by a crash. No eye was gazing 

On Norman Abbey — it was gone— ^e fire 
Play'd in nüld radiance o'er Hs funeral pyre. 
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LXXVII. 

But Where was Juan ? He had heard a sound^ 
Which seem'd to whisper him, Away ! away ! 

He started, look'd beneath, and with one bound 
He plung'd into the waves ; and as the spray 

Mix'd with the kindred tears> that gather'd round 
Aurora' s streaming eyes, he saw a ray 

Of bríghtness shine upon him, and he bore 

His drooping charge uninjured to the shore. 



END OF THE EIGHTEENTH CANTO. 
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Parties and Conversation. Price 3s. 6d. 

3. The PERAMBULATION of OXFORD, BLENHEIM, 
and NUNEHAM ; to ^hich is added, An Appendix to the 
Oxford Guide, ^ith a Plan of Oxford and other Plates. 
Price 68. 

4. THE OXFORD SAUSAGE; or Select Poetical Pieces, 
wrítten by the most celebrated Wits of the University of Ox- 
ford. A new Edition. Pnce 28. 6d. 

5. POEMATA PRiEMIlS CANCELLARII ACADEMICIS 
DONATA, et in Theatro Sheldoniano recitata. In 2 vola. 8vo. 
Price 14b. in extra boards. 

This collection contains thirty-two Prize Poems; amongst 
"which are tbose of the present Chancellor of the University; 
the late Speaker of the Houseof Commons ^ theMarquís Wclles- 
ley ; the Right Hon. George Canning 5 the late Lord Bishop 
oí Oxford ; the late and present Poetry Professors, &c. 

6. A NEW DESCRIPTION OF BLENHEIM, the seat of 
bis Grace the Duke of Marlborongh : containing a full and 
accurate Account of the Paintings, Tapestry, and Furniture ; a 
Picturesque Tour of the Gardens and Park ; and a general 
Descríption of the China Gallcry, &c. with a Preliminary Essay 
on Landscape Gardening. A New Edition, improved and en- 
larged ; embellished with a new and elegant Plan of the Pork, 
and Six Plates. Pnce 58. 
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2 LIST OF BOOKS. 

7. The OXFORD SPY, in 8vo. Price 10b. 6d. 

8. THE ODES OF PINDAR in Engligh Prose, vtith 
ExPLANATORY N0TE8 : to ^hich ís added, West's Disser- 
tation OH the Olympic Games. In 2 vols. Sro. price £1. Is. bds. 

9. XENOPHON'S ANABASIS,newly translated into English 
from the Greek Text of Schneider. By a Member of the üni- 
vereity of Oxford. Price Ss. in boards. 

10. THE ODES OF PINDAR, complete ; by WEST, 
GREENE, and PYE. 48. boards. 

11. The ORATIONS of iCSCHINES against CTESlPHON.and 
DEMOSTHENES de CORONA, translated from the original 
Greek, and illustrated with Notes Histórica! and Critical. By 
ANDREW PORTAL, Lecturer of St. Helenas, Abingdon, 
Berks, and Usher of the FreeGrammar School. A new Edition, 
revised and corrected. 12mo. price 58. bds. 

12. TULLY'S THREE BOOKS OF OFFICES, in English, 
with Notes, explaining the method and meaning* of the Au- 
thor. A new Edition, corrected and improved. By THOMAS 
COCKMAN, D.D. late Master of University College, Oxford. 
In 12mo. 5s. boards. 

13. THUCYDIDES,inEnglÍ8h-, chiefly from the Translation 
of Hobbes, of Malmesbury. With Notes and varióos Readings, 
aá Analysis, and a CoUation of other Editions with the amended 
Tcxt of Bekker. In 8vo. price 12s. boards. 

14. The PHILOSOPHY of ELOCUTION elucidated ; and ex- 
emplified by Readings of the Liturgy of the Church ; for the 
use of Young Clergymen, and Students who are preparing for 
Holy Orders. By JAMES WRIGHT, of Magdalen Hall, Ox- 
ford ; Public and Private Lecturer on the Science and Practica 
of Elocution, and Honorary Member of the Phiiosophical So- 
ciety. 8vo. price 128. boards. 

15. ANTI.SCEPTICISM •, or, an Inquiry into the Nature and 
Philosophy of Language, as connected with the Sacred Scrip- 
tures. By the Author of " The Philosophy of Elocution." 
Price 5s. 

It is to be remembered that connexion is not identity. 

Jtemarks on ^ceptidsm. 

16. ROGERS's SERMONS, 2 vols. 8vo. printed uniformly with 
the Oxford Divines. Price 11. Is. 

17. POEMATA LATINÉpart¡mREDDITA,part¡mSCRIPTA, 
a V. BOURNE, Collegii Trinitatis apud Cantabrigienses alí- 
quando Socio. Editio Octava, In 12mo. Price 4». 6d. in boards. 
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